JOURNEY   WITHOUT   END               iV
I was strangely fascinated by its grim associations, while
the sight of so much blood left me completely unmoved.
I must have been a horribly sadistic little boy, but the
experience served me well in after years, when I was to
see more blood flow than comes to the lot of most men.
One afternoon, after there there had been a hue and cry
for me all over the house, I was discovered in this charnel-
house, soundly smacked, and forbidden ever to go there
again.
Hardly a week passed before I was up there again, and I
.was to pay dearly for my disobedience. On a ledge in the
roof was a leather satchel holding three or four long butchers'
knives, and as one of the men put up his hand to take one
of these knives, he dislodged another, which struck my
hand as it fell. To this day I carry the mark. The knife
had cut an artery, and I was bleeding profusely. With
commendable presence of mind, one of them jerked my
arm up, and, pressing it close to my body, he hurried me
home, where I was greeted by an astonished mother. The
faithful Dr. Ash was summoned, and no sooner had he seen
me than he pulled a long face and announced that I must
be. rushed immediately to the infirmary, and that meant
going to Manchester, a distance of sixteen miles- There
was no train for two hours, so Jane, the mare,.was harnessed
to the trap. It was an anxious journey, with my father's
attention divided between maintaining Jane's speed and
glancing at his small passenger, and all the time Dr. Ash
kept my arm bent double.
I was in that infirmary for fourteen weeks, and when at
last I came h8me it was considered a sufficient occasion
to warrant a party to celebrate the event. I could hardly
consider myself the hero of the day, but I was certainly
the chief centre of interest, I was now six years old and
going to school at the Church School, presided over by the
genial Mr. Beardwood, whom I remember with gratitude
in a world of hard knocks, t
But more trouble was on the way. It all started one
morning when I refused to take my turn in the bath and
set up a howl. My father dismissed the matter, assuming